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Author's Notes: 
This was a silly thing | threw together in an hour or two, but | hope you like it! | had a lot of fun with it. 


The first thing Thobbe noticed was that there was hair in his mouth. Blinking awake, he took note of the 
pounding in his head, the bright light streaming in through the window, and the soft warmth of a body pulled 
tight to his chest, heart beating in a steady counterpoint to his own. He mulled over the events of the 
previous night, hoping for some recollection of what had landed him in a strange hotel room with a hell of a 
hangover and someone sharing his bed. He had been sitting at the bar with Chris, Par had been doing shots 
with some record company bigwig, and a lively debate between Jocke and Floor that had somehow turned into 
Jocke trying to convince Hannes to let him give him a blowjob while Floor laughed at her boyfriend's futile 
escape attempts. Chris had gotten the two of them each another beer, Thobbe suggested they attempt to 
rescue their drummer, and then.. blank. Carefully liberating one arm from where it was wrapped around 
whoever he had brought back to his hotel room, he pulled a lock of soft brown hair out of his mouth. He 
seemed to have drooled a bit, hopefully she wouldn't mind, or at least would be as hungover as he was and too 
preoccupied with finding coffee and Advil to care. She was warm and comfortable in his arms, and the lure of 


sleep was too powerful to fight. 


His eyes slid shut, burying his face in soft brown curls and breathing in the comforting scent of shampoo and 


that stupid floral cologne that Chris always used too much of - 
Wait, what? 


He sat up and glanced around the room in a bleary panic. Sure enough, there were not one but two pairs of 
camo pants lying crumpled on the floor. There was a sock draped over a lamp, a pair of boxers dangling from 
the bedpost, and Thobbe's shirt was nowhere to be found. Three crushed beer cans lay under the TV and a 
bottle of vodka could be seen resting half-emptied by the bathroom door, which further explained the 
hangover. He climbed off the bed, panic at the whole situation warring with dread at the thought of 
accidentally waking his bedmate. 


Standing naked in the middle of a cold hotel room with a pounding head is not the best time or place to gather 
one's thoughts, but Thobbe did his best. There were clothes and empty alcohol bottles scattered around the 
room, and a seven-string guitar was leaning against a wall. With a growing sense of foreboding, he turned 
slowly around to look at the bed. Where he had hoped to see a woman, there was instead a pair of broad 
shoulders and a spill of brown hair that he would recognise anywhere. The rest of the body on the bed was 
covered by sheets, but it was quite obviously male in build. Chris rolled over and let out an earth-shattering 
snore. With his soft features relaxed by sleep, smudges of eyeliner still decorating his eyelids and cheeks 


flushed from the remnants of last night's drinking, he looked absolutely beautiful. 


He was also very much not what Thobbe was hoping to find in his bed when he woke up naked in a hotel room 
with a hangover and no memory of the previous night. He sat down hard, not caring about the fact that the 
scratchy hotel carpet was probably leaving rug burn on his ass. The problem wasn't that he wasn't attracted 
to Chris, he certainly was, but that didn't make the situation any less awkward. They had kissed a couple of 
times and he was pretty sure that he'd given Chris a drunk blowjob in the back of the bus when they were 
touring Carolus Rex, but they had always been able to wander off and pretend to have no memory of what 


had happened. It didn't look like that would be an option this time. 

There was a rustle of sheets and a moan of pain from the bed. Chris's eyes fluttered open and then very 
quickly closed again, the trickle of light through the painfully inadequate hotel curtains feeling like a knife to the 
skull. He rubbed at his eyes, further smudging his eyeliner, and pulled a pillow over his head with a sleepy 
mumble. 

"C'mon Thobbe, you're thinking so loud it woke me up." 

Thobbe twitched, but stayed where he was. 


"The bed's getting cold, man. Get over here and go back to sleep." 


Thobbe stood up with a shrug, a shake of his head and a wince from the subsequent worsening of his 
headache. He was too hungover to have an identity crisis and the bed was only getting more and more inviting. 


He crawled in next to Chris, rested his head gratefully on the pillow and closing his eyes. Snuggling closer to his 
friend, he felt arms around him and rested his back against Chris's chest and his head against a shoulder. He 
was warm and safe, and even the hangover didn't seem as bad anymore. When they drifted off to sleep there 


were smiles on both of their faces. 


In another few hours they would be woken by a horrified scream from the next room, where Hannes had 
regained consciousness sandwiched between Floor and Joakim. There would be revelations, perhaps some friendly 
ribbing from the rest of the band, and they would empty the rest of the bottle of vodka, but that is another 
story for another day. And if they were to wake up sharing a bed much more frequently from then on, well, 


neither of them was going to complain. 


